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one is put on it, society is thrilled with the absurd rumours
that I have had to pay a high sum of money for haying
written an infamous letter to you; this forms the basis of
your father's worst attack.

I produce the original letter myself in court to show
what it really is; it is denounced by your father's counsel
as a revolting and insidious attempt to corrupt innocence;
ultimately it forms part of a criminal charge; the crown
takes it up; the judge sums up on it with little learning
and much morality; I go to prison for it at last. That is
the result of writing you a charming letter.

It makes me feel sometimes as if you yourself had been
merely a puppet worked by some secret and unseen hand
to bring terrible events to a terrible issue. But puppets
themselves have passions. They will bring a new plot
into what they are presenting, and twist the ordered issue
of vicissitude to suit some whim or appetite of their own.
To be entirely free, and at the same time entirely domi-
nated by law, is the eternal paradox of human life that we
realise at every moment; and this, I often think, is the
only explanation possible of your nature, if indeed for the
profound and terrible mystery of a human soul there is any
explanation at all, except one that makes the mystery all
the more marvellous still.

I thought life was going to be a brilliant comedy, and
that you were to be one of the graceful figures in it. I
found it to be a revolting and repellent tragedy, and that
the sinister occasion of the great catastrophe, sinister in
its concentration of aim and intensity of narrowed will
power, was yourself stripped of the mask of joy and pleas-
ure by which you, no less than I, had been deceived and
led astray.

The memory of our friendship is the shadow that walks
with me here: that seems never to leave me: that wakes
me up at night to tell me the same story over and over
till its wearisome iteration makes all sleep abandon me
till dawn: at dawn it begins again: it follows me into the
prison yard and makes me talk to myself as I tramp
round: each detail that accompanied each dreadful mo-
ment I am forced to recall: there is nothing that happened